O'FLAHERTY V.C.

At the door of an Irish country house In a park. Fine summer
weather: the summer 0/^1915. The porch, painted white, projects into
the drive; but the door is at the side and the front has a window. The
porch faces east; and the door is in the north side of it. On the south
side is a tree in which a thrush is singing. Under the window is a
garden seat with an iron chair at each end of it.

The last four bars of God Save the King are hear din the distance,
followed by three cheers. Then the band strikes up It's a Long Way
to Tipper ary and recedes until it is out of hearing.

Private 0'Flaherty V.C. comes wearily southward along the
drive, and falls exhausted into the garden seat. The thrush utters a
note of alarm and flies away. The tramp of a horse is heard.

A GENTLEMAN'S VOICE. Tim! Hi! Tim! [He is heard dis-
mounting],

A LABORER'S VOICE. Yes, your honor.

THE GENTLEMAN'S VOICE. Take this horse to the stables, will
you?

A LABORER'S VOICE. Right, your honor. Yup there. Gwan now.
Gwan. [The horse is led away].

General Sir Pearce Madigan, an elderly baronet in khaki, beam-
ing with enthusiasm, arrives. 0*Flaherty rises and stands at atten-
tion*

SIR PEARCE. No, no, O'Flaherty: none of that now. Youre off
duty. Remember that though I am a general of forty years ser-
vice, that little Cross of yours gives you a higher rank in the roll
of glory than I can pretend to.

O'FLAHERTY [relaxing] I'm thankful to you, Sir Pearce; but I
wouldnt have anyone think that the baronet of my native place
would let a common soldier like me sit down in his presence
without leave.

SIR PEARCE. Well, youre not a common soldier, O'Flaherty:
youre a very uncommon one; and Fra proud to have you for my
guest here today,

197